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The Muse Commands 


We owe the name of this magazine to an old poem I 
once set to music. Three words in particular aroused in me 
a sort of fury. The couplet in question is: 


L'honneur nourit les arts, et la Muse démande 
Le theátre du peuple et la faveur des rois. 


from sonnet VII of ‘Les Regrets’ by Joachim du Bellay, 1557 


Prosaically translated: “Honors nourish the arts, and the 
Muse requires a popular arena and royal patronage.” 


Du Bellay, a young French poet, spent four years in 
Rome as secretary to his uncle, a cardinal. Thinking, rg > É Yi 
much as I did when as a young painter I came hopefully FA 
to France from New York in 1990, to find the glories his Ay, Y. PTS 9.44 


familiarity with Roman history and Renaisance art had 
inspired in his imagination, his disappointment was bitter 
to find what today we might call a ‘cultural desert’. 

Du Bellay's lines call for exactly what so many on the 


'cultural right call for today: access, platforms, patronage. 2 i h e A ca d em o f 


And yet — and this is an argument I have developed for 


Portrait of Paul Rhoads, 2022, Joachim Bayens 


years and will continue to develop in these pages — it was the Ava nt G arde 
in the very desert he denounced that du Bellay produced 
his most memorable work. Paul Rhoads 


I do not want to suggest that platforms and patronage 


cannot help us, only that in their absence all is not lost, 6 [ষ্ঠ ontem po ta ry a rt: 
that, like du Bellay, we are free to do that which must be 5 
the foundation of all patronage and all platforms: pro- The ১ upe rmans B etra yal 
duce, or try at least, to make true paintings and be true Joachim Bayens 
artists. What is a platform if there is nothing to feature? 
What can patronage do if there is nothing to patronize? 10 In Pur suit of True 
Publishing does not bring poetry into being, it is poetry ae 
that calls publishing into being. Museums do not inspire Paintin 4 To g ether 
paintings, paintings inspire museums. 

It is given to us, here and now, to live and work in a 
very particular moment of human history. It is we who : à 
are thrust, against, perhaps, our hopes, tastes and inclina- 18 Rig ht Win B Art 
tions, out upon the greatest 'cultural' desert the world has Classical Realism's failure 
known since the collapse of the Roman Empire. But there 
are differences. In the 7th century all institutions had 


Henri Kivioja 


Reaction to Aeneas Tacticus Minor: 


been destroyed and the high arts lost. In our time, how- Beating the Left by Punching Right? 
ever, the institutions have not been lost, they have been 

: Paul Rhoads 
perverted, and the high arts are not merely lost; they are 
also denigrated. Our artistic situation, I say, is the worst in EDITORS: Paul Rhoads, Joachim Bayens 
all human history. It is in the midst of this unprecedented SETTING: P. Rhoads 
disaster that we are called to heroic action. COVER ART: detail of 'Polyhymnia', P. Rhoads 


PROOF READING: Wander, Stoat, Topias Uusitalo, Johannes Brugge, 


Du Bellay met Ronsard in an ‘auberge’ on the road to | | 
Suzanne Fournier, Daniel Soares 


Poitiers, not far from where I live today. Together they — | 

: : "The Muse Commands' is a publication project of the 
sparked the greatest blossoming of French poetry in a Pall den কারিনা 
country whose literary accomplishments are astounding. To propose participation and submissions contact: 
May 'The Muse Commands be for us that auberge. (PR) oublij yahoo.com 


The Academy 


of the Avant Garde 


Among the innovations which must be tolerated in today's 
world none is so burlesque, deformed and perverse 

as that which passes for ‘art’. Once a pillar under the 
fronton of Western society, now a rainbow whirligig 
lurching erratically in a troubled sky, a flying circus of 
bobo mountebanks flitting through a fog of celebrity and 
lucre. 

Voices of authority tell us that cultures evolve, and 
while they might admit that aspects of the situation 
are less than ideal, quickly insist that, 1) it was always 
thus and, 2) offering vague examples, explain that there 
is much which is ‘interesting’, ‘valuable’ and ‘amusing’ 
in ‘contemporary art. This language is reserved for 
the uninitiated. Among themselves the corresponding 
vocabulary is ‘insane’, ‘wild’ and ‘fucked’. Like Heidegger 
becoming and remaining a Nazi because that was the 
dynamic of his ‘culture’, these double talking beautiful 
people, these priests of our brave new world, would 
have us believe that their way is a cosmic given, a golden 
moment in the unfolding arc of Time and that we, 
peasants and proletarians, must love, admire and obey. 
Failing that — miserable historical failure akin to non- 
being — we must, in shame and degradation, shut up and/ 
or go away. For us: cancellation. 

How did we get here? What should we think? Can 
anything be done? 

Cultural developments since the French Revolution 
have culminated in what a nietzschean critique might 
call the death of Art. This death began with attacks by 
ideology upon Art with a view to its instrumentalization. 
This, I say, first damaged and finally destroyed it. The 
bitter end came in the 1960s. The few and feeble protests 
were of no avail. Grouchy reactionaries who raised their 
querulous voices failed to see how their ineffectual 
lamentations were spit in the wind of a dynamic thrust 
to the future. They were blind to the shiny object of 
progressive desire which lured us onward. Today, over 
half a century later, we stand among the ruins of this 
progressive dream, blinking stupidly. 


PAUL RHOADS 


Yes, I know! Here and there, hidden in caves and 
corners, far from the citadels and crowded capitals of 
culture, a few irreductibles struggle to practice Art. But 
these, cast upon their own resources, are left to wonder: 
what is behind and under, what gives eternal splendor 
to those rare and glorious trophies still worshipped in 
the temples we call museums, concert halls, libraries, 
theaters? For these lonely souls, among whom I count 
myself, the effort not, perhaps, to rival the glories of the 
past, but merely to crawl respectfully in their general 
direction, seems almost doomed. Is Time itself not against 
us, that alleged arbiter of an eternally Relative Truth, 
that god of absolute power who is said to decree that 
all things must change? Meanwhile more ‘art’ is piled up 
in a pullulating plethora of galleries and museums of 
‘contemporary art’, and more folk style themselves ‘artist 
or ‘painter’, than ever existed in all previous history. 

When we contemplate this vast ‘economy’, this 
‘art world and the mighty heap of works, pieces, 
performances, publications, events, festivals, conferences, 
exhibitions, critiques, investments and ever longer 
lines of zeros on checks written in auction houses and 
galleries, we may be confounded. What is the meaning of 
this frantic, not to say hysterical bustle? How is it, for 
example, that so called ‘serious music’ has evaporated, 
leaving only an ill smelling fume encircling an ivory 
tower whose conquerors gaze disdainfully down at the 
knuckle dragging unwashed creeping below, smugly 
pleased how they fail to appreciate the odor, meanwhile 
enjoying a high position financed by the spoliation of 
these very serfs! How is it that painting, once the domain 
of masters whose celebrity continues to echo in our 
collective imagination, is now the province of a vague 
yet shrill set of what I am tempted to call charlatans 
who tumble quickly, one upon the other, eager to enjoy 
their fifteen minutes of fame? But I do not call them 
charlatans; I doubt neither their sincerity nor their work 
ethic. They are the thorns and bitter fruit of what art 
has become; it is only natural they should be as they are. 


Such a plant, sickly and stunted, can produce only such 
shriveled and bitter fruit. It does not nourish us; we must 
nourish it. This so-called 'contemporary art' would not 
exist without sucking at the prestige of the name it has 
abrogated to itself, for who would produce uninteresting, 
solipsistic trash for private pleasure? It could not exist 
if it failed to parlay its ill-gotten 
prestige into public funding or tainted 
coin from the globalist oligarchs. 
These denizens of Davos, LARPing 
the princes of the past, will have their 
flute girls and fools to flatter them in 
song and story. Strange flattery; the 
‘contemporary artists neither carve 
their likeness in stone, nor vaunt their 
virtues in verse. They produce, rather, 
solemn obscurities, flamboyant geegaws, M 
outrageous obscenities for which | 
our masters proudly pay. But, most 
importantly, these talismans of prestige 
perplex those outside the charmed 
circle; better yet, they intimidate and 
offend, and the ethereal flux of this 
social contrast is most flattering to 
their precious superiority. 

Where is the place of Art in any 
of this? But, first of all, what is Art? 
A reply to this question, whether it 
concerns drawing, music, dance or poetry, could fill a 
book. Here I can only hint at what was once so obvious it 
wanted no words but has become so obscure and entangled 
one is led to wonder if only force might return us to 
understanding. We can begin by pointing to three things 
which characterized Art until its recent collapse, things 
which distinguish it sharply from its usurper. 


1 Universal appeal 


Composers like Haydn, Brahms or Stravinsky, in their 
time were popular both in the salons and on the streets. 
The paintings of Titian and Corot, one patronized by 
princes the other by the humble bourgeoisie, were and 
are accessible to, and loved by all — all who love painting, 
from high to low. True Art has wide appeal. 


2 The artisanal aspect 


In whatever domain, artists of any and every type were 
recognized as masters of a craft. But, from drawing to 
dance, in the contemporary dispensation training or 
accomplishment is often seen as unnecessary or even 
harmful. Training persists in areas like classical ballet 


3 
or violin to serve still profitable performance arts. Such 
training prepares a place in a movable museum of ‘dead’ 
but still bankable ‘products’, or to hawk soap and video 
games. This activity is fundamentally antiquarian and 
commercial so that, should antiquarian interest flag or 
commerce fail, support for these remnants of training 


The Rape of Europa, oil on canvas, 201x261c, 2005?, Paul Rhoads 


will falter as well. In fact more and more dancers and 
musicians are without serious training. As for ‘art’ 
training, it is widely understood as interference with 
creative flow. Genuine education is concerned with living 
interests. Without them it fades, mutates, disappears. 


3 High purpose 


Most famous works of Art, prior to recent times, 
celebrate high, deep or at least respectable aspects life. 
Art was generally understood to be a healthy social 
influence; its cultivation and influence was recommended. 
Of course, side by side with the exalted and idealistic, 
there was also the satirical and bawdy Art, Art 
expressive of the low, sad or grotesque. The whole range 
of human experience came within its purview. This was 
understood as wise and humanizing; recognition of the 
dark and tragic as well as the splendid, noble and joyful. 
There was a balanced, responsible and nourishing attitude. 
Such values are now reversed. What is celebrated is 
the irreverent and repellent. Piety, nobility, aspiration, 
are not merely mocked but banished. Such a negative 
attitude might sustain the attack of an outsider upon 
a corrupt institution, but when it itself becomes the 
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institution, when it itself is the academy, how can it be 
said to prolong its illustrious predecessor? It is a usurper, 
illegitimate and fake, nourishing itself on alien stuffs, 
parading in borrowed finery, producing abortions. 

But that against which these fake academicians 
pretend to be in eternal revolt is long gone. As valets 
of a nefarious elite and their corrupted minions, their 
productions function as symbols of recognition, signs of 
superiority. Their work separates, and their cardinal 
mission is exactly to separate. To that end this fake 
academy has abolished the universal in gestures of 
arrogance. It excludes in the name of power, the power 
of the pseudo supermen who pretend to generate a new 
morality, a new reality. The high must be banished that 
the low may rule. The new 'art' is a thick dark line 
between cloud-dwelling sophisticats and cultural lepers; 
the children of light and belching, rapey phobes. It 
supports evil because it is evil. Yet it feeds on a besieged 
beauty which it pollutes with its proximity. 

But it is not enough to recognize the evil of 
‘contemporary art, its parasitical nature, its sophistic 
justifications, its paltry, silly or unappealing results. The 
only way to rid ourselves of it is to grow a healthy plant. 
Since the 1960s few such efforts have been made and 
they have been failures. They take three forms. 


1 Accommodation 


In 'contemporary art' everything is allowed, everything 
is possible. There are interesting aspects; it is 
heterogeneous. We can share the interesting aspects and 
introduce others which, in the context of post-modern 
relativism, should find legitimacy and be allowed to 
flourish. 

This approach is plausible; 'contemporary art' is 
indeed diverse and since the advent of postmodernism if it 
has not embraced what it persists in seeing as the past, at 
least its hostility is less open. But hope of accommodation 
ignores the two pillars on which ‘contemporary art’ 
perches: the idea of progress (relentless, inevitable, 
directionless) and a desperate if silent grasp on the 
prestige attached to true Art. If Raphael, Rembrandt and 
Renoir could somehow be eradicated from our minds 
‘contemporary art’ would evaporate because its life is 
borrowed prestige. For this reason it can never allow 
legitimization of the real thing. If the so called Past were 
allowed to barge in on the utopian Present, if, in other 
words, the Real were ever allowed to confront the Fake, 
progress would be revealed as a theoretical farce. When 
this evil usurper is measured against the real thing, the 
effect will be like sunlight on a vampire. 

Accomodation would be the death of ‘contemporary 
art’ and will not be allowed. 


2 Scapegoating 


According to many opponents of ‘contemporary art, the 
latter is a conspiracy. An important current in Europe 
blames it on the CIA, citing an obscure CIA sponsored 
exdhibition which toured Europe after the war, 
featuring Jackson Pollock. Other scapegoaters cite Jews 
and Freemasons. 

But there would have been nothing for the alleged 
plotters to promote if certain artists had not made certain 
works. The origins of abstraction, for example, are 
diverse and known; they include religious, political and 
philosophical elements but also matters related to painting 
itself as they developed during the complex history of 
Modernism. No outside plotters bent on destruction of 
the painting tradition had any part in the advent of, say, 
Abstract Expressionism, or any other ism of the 20th 
century. The notion is laughable. What possibly could 
have motivated them? What do Jews and Freemasons, 
or CIA agents, care for Art? They might wish to use 
it for ideological ends but in that case they need it to 
be functional and popular. The Social Realism of the 
1930s was encouraged by Stalin but if its influence on 
society was intended to be subversive, its influence on 
painting was neutral because the paintings in question 
were supposed to send an effective and popular message. 
To wreck Art was no part of Stalin’s plan. If by urging 
artists to illustrate his program they tended to become 
illustrators — and this in turn weakened painting — it was 
an unintended consequence. 

The collapse of painting is the fault of the painters. 
It is a consequence of their ideas and choices. If there 
is now a nefarious nexus of fake artists, dealers, critics, 
curators, donors, patrons, collectors, culture bureaucrats 
and money launderers, it is only another natural history 
of parasitism which has nothing artistic about it. Painters 
made this mess. Only painters can clean it up. When the 
beast dies, the parasites will die with it. 


3 Fake traditionalism 


Exasperated with abstraction and its abortive off- 
spring, certain lovers of tradition insist that convincing 
representation is what painting is about. Reviving this, 
they believe, is equivalent to reviving painting. 

When Classical Realism, now called Neo-Realism 
began, I hoped, despite its problematic aspects, to find 
among it allies in the battle for true painting. The 
problematic aspects, however, prevailed. Illusion, even 
trompe l'oeil, is indeed an aspect of painting but it is 
only the most obvious one, and for all its complication it 
is in fact the least difficult aspect of painting to master, 
assuming one already has the basics in hand. 


But Classical Realism has gained strength over the 
last three decades. There are now numerous schools and, 
while dealers are helping a few of these well-trained 
technicians to sell paintings, most profit from teaching 
others the trick of this umpteenth form of 'contemporary 
art. It is the photo- or hyper-realism of the 1960s and 
TOs with a glaze of traditionalism, an aura of antiquity. 
These painters are incapable of invention or composition 
as the term was understood for hundreds of years. 
Commercial illustrators and cartoonists are closer to the 
tradition! The New Realists practice a narrow procedure 
of optical transcription with results fundamentally no 
more traditional than the revolting concatenations of a 
Jeff Koons as realized by wage slave journeymen in his 
factory. 

How can painting be saved? I say painting rather 
than 'Art' to emphasize how, in the traditional sense, 
this word always meant specific crafts. What passes 
for ‘Art’ today is but a nebulous glow thrown around 
anything at all, notoriously including tinned feces, framed 
urine and decaying flesh. The polymorphic gallimaufry 
which is ‘contemporary art, consists of ‘works’ which 
are consistently dull, offensive, screaming for attention, 
incompetent and abstruse. This ‘art’ survives only thanks 
to a life support system based on pretense. Painting has 
been absorbed by this viscous blob. It must be extracted, 
washed in very hot water with strong soap, dried in the 
sun and carefully nursed back to health. 

Colorful metaphors aside, what does revival mean in 
practice? It means, first of all, restoring genuine training 
in drawing. A mother of a young would-be painter 
came to Rembrandt asking if he would teach her son. 
Rembrandt replied: “Show me his drawings, [Il tell you if 
he can be a painter”. 

But drawing, true drawing, is a lost art. Thanks to 
the advent of artistic postmodernism in 1990, the radical 
abstractionist and surrealist condemnation of artistic 
training has been weakened, allowing limited but stunted 
teaching to arise in recent decades. Aspirants who 
follow these impoverished teachings cannot be helped 
towards the creation of anything that might hope for 
admission into the artistic Parnassus of the Old Masters. 
The reasons for this are technical. One might grasp the 
idea of the piston engine, which converts linear motion 
into rotation, and the basic concepts of aerodynamics, 
but would that be enough to allow the fabrication of 
something, say, like a World War 2 fighter plane? 
Obviously not. But my analogy is poor: what these 
teachings offer are not even naked basics, not even 
theoretical fundamentals. It is all peripheral and largely 
irrelevant, despite results which may seem impressive. 
Correct practice is founded upon correct theory but the 


theoretical basis of painting, which is a purely visual 
matter, is difficult to express in words alone. In the ‘old 
days’, which lasted for centuries and centuries, in fact 
right into the beginning of the 20th, mastery of painting 
was considered to require 10 years. The method of 
teaching was studio apprenticeship in the context of a 
flourishing market, led by persons of taste. 

This situation, which might one day return, is now 
absent. Its absence is a great handicap but we need not 
despair. To the extent to which we are free, we may 
do as we like, and nothing prevents us from seeking the 
secrets of True Painting. 

‘True Painting’? There is, indeed, something called 
True painting. The term was invented in the 19th century 
by those painters later called Modernists. More properly 
they should be called ‘reactionaries’, because Modernism, a 
movement initiated by such 19th century French painters 
as Puvis and Manet, begins in fact with a return. Puvis 
returned to Poussin. Manet returned to Velasquez. From 
what were they returning? What motivated or necessitated 
this return; what decadence or degradation of painting? 
A new understanding of the story of Modernism is a first 
step in a 21st century revival of Art. 


Statue in a Garden, oil on canvas, 39.5x30c, 2022, Paul Rhoads 


Contemporary Art: 


What is art? 
Who is an artist? 


his "own truth". 


For there is thought to be no standard by which to judge the 
quality or meaning of any artwork: quality of any kind, after 
all, is held to be relative to the experience of the onlooker. 
Indeed, to judge a work of art to be exactly that is a tenden- 
tious affair already, for it is surely difficult to define some- 
thing that appears in so many different forms and eludes any 
attribution of inherent meaning. What, if anything, could Mi- 
chelangelo have in common with Beethoven, let alone Banksy? 

Today's artist, no less crippled in his judgment by relativity 


than his spectators, will have to account for the 
quality/meaning of his work with his own expe- 
rience. The art by which the work is produced 

is relegated to questions of "medium": different 
means, even tools constituting a "middle" between 
the artist's experience and that of his audience. 
Art, then, is the self-expression of the artist using 
a medium of his choice. Can we speak, here, of 
good art, or bad? Can anything be an artistic me- 
dium, or are there limits? How does an artist best 
express himself? May we address at all the quality 
of what is being expressed? 
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Mill in Holland, 30x21c aprox. 2022, Joachim Bayens 


BETRAYAL 


Today, we are used to thinking in terms of an academic dis- 
course that asserts that anyone can be an artist, who is using a 
medium of his own choice to express his authentic sound, or 


JOACHIM BAYENS 


Anyone addressing such questions will be met 
with the objection that there is no certain knowl- 
edge about questions of quality or meaning — re- 
garding the ends of art as opposed to the means. 
True knowledge pertains not to ends ("values") but 
facts. 

Modern science's fact-value distinction presup- 
poses the object-subject distinction, after Descartes, 
whereupon reason itself becomes limited so that 
any position on the proper ends of thought and 


action inevitably becomes "relative". For where 
thought becomes the function of an isolated self, 
or rather a body (for where do we designate the 
"factual" limits of the self if not the body?) it 
becomes shared between selves only by virtue 
of an abstract system of knowledge integrating 
"objects" available to senses of bodies. Particu- 
lar objects are reified in an abstract discourse 
(mathematics), which becomes a formal system 
of thought, universalizing itself through the 
historical/progressive integration of objects. 
This system, when it comes to face thought 
itself, cannot but integrate it as another object; 
thought, it then turns out, is entirely reducible 
to its objective context, down even to the brutal 
compulsions of the so-called subject. The ends of 


thought, then, cannot possibly be found in the ir- 
rational subject, but in his formal/universal — ergo, 
rational — system. 

Romantic objections on behalf of the subject are 
entirely available for integration into the univer- 
sal system, at least to the extent that the system/ 
society formally guarantees the survival of the 
subject. In so doing, the system may seem to prom- 
ise a happier life for the subject. The painter, for 
the moment, may be allowed a spot within the sci- 
entific society as a locus of feeling, of subjective 
sweetness within the objective world, so that par- 
ticipation in universality appears the less stifling 
in the experience of its particular components. 
More precisely, art- 
ists today may be said 
to produce entertain- 
ment, or "content" for 
the subjective, if not 
collective enjoy ment 
of the masses, sustain- 
ing their motivation to 
participate in society. 


The above may be 
simply dismissed as 
merely theoretical con- 
siderations: the prac- 
tice of art conceived as 
a purely technical mat- 
ter need not be affect- 
ed. Can we as moderns 
not continue studying art? 

In light of modern science, one may speak of 
education proper as concerning itself with the his- 
tory of art as a catalog of objects within our uni- 
versal-scientific context; we may design a practical 
curriculum for the artist that teaches different 
techniques (starting with what is cataloged in the 
historical science) even as the meaning, the proper 
ends of artistic practice, is not held to be available 
to reason. 

Do our Academies, then, not present us with an 
education of a kind — the only one conceivably 
authoritative within our context? There is surely 
a contradiction in the concurrence of an authori- 
tative teaching regarding art with a science that 
denies the scientific character of the judgments by 
which any authority could be sustained. Modern 
science, denying ends as natural, is dedicated to the 


T 
value-free study of the empirical world as some- 
thing likewise devoid of value. The question of 
whether practicing modern science is worthwhile 
cannot lie within its own scope, because it is irre- 
ducible to the empirical world understood accord- 
ing to the above. 

Even a retreat into pragmatism would be insuf- 
ficient to render inadmissible that same question: 
should we grant that we have no life outside of the 
system of universal integration of objects, do we 
not wish to live for something beyond integration? 
Something more than merely another breath? And 
if not, who could claim the authority to compel us 
to breathe, let alone paint? 

f Our situation as artists 
today is perplexing: 

We live under an author- 
ity that denies us any appeal 
to itself, while relegating its 
alternatives to our personal 
opinions (to be catalogued in 
the entertainment market, at 
best) even while the author- 
ity cannot establish for itself 
any basis in human knowledge 
as it is commonly understood. 
There exists, we find out, 
no scientific account of any 
such basis to begin with: The 
authority unmasks itself as 
an entry in its own historical 
catalog. 

What, if anything, can guide practice? 
We are surely bankrupt. 


This problem was first addressed significantly 
by Friedrich Nietzsche. 

He well understood the full implication of the 
rift between knowledge and action that had irre- 
vocably emerged in modern thought, leading him 
to declare, like others had done and would long 
continue to do, the eclipse of traditional morality 
and its divine underpinnings by the new science 
and corresponding new politics. 

Ancient man had projected the foundation of 
political life outside of himself into independent 
divinities, in light of whom he lived; The old 
philosophy had understood virtue to be rooted in 
divine or natural order providential to man; the 
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undermining of all the above by a value free sci- 
ence would mean that the roots of the old man's 
standards in nature are cut. 

In undermining the ancient notion of a natural 
order, modernity has laid bare for Nietzsche the 
true "order": the world as a forum for strife hov- 
ering above a faceless void. 

For if the world of our experience presupposes 
no transcendent order, are not all beings constitut- 
ed hic et nunc, completely in themselves — even as 
they are, in the face of the abyss, not at all? If it is 
not their transcendent foundation that is inviolable, 
but their own particular constitution — dare we 
say, their authenticity — is there any way for two 
beings to face one another if not in mistrust, com- 
pelling them to violence? In the absence of natural 
relationships, is there anything but violence of, and 
against authentic monads? Similar considerations 
led Nietzsche to declare that life is a stage for 
Will to Power. And from this tremor, there is no 
refuge into any milder atheism: for indeed, what 
else but Will to Power is available to Descartes' 
subject when all of his abstract universals, his con- 
structed divinities departing from any natural ones, 
have been uncovered (note also the prior discussion 
of pragmatism)? 

Divested of any appeal to transcendence true or 
fase, man now has only his will — his force — left 


Portrait of Anne, watercolor, 2022, Joachim Bayens 


at his disposal. 

Does he direct it towards willful ignorance of 
the deeper implications of the new science and its 
fait accompli? Will he live inside a rotting corpse, 
blindfolded, going through the motions of his man- 
nerisms and regulations? Or does he look upon the 
value-free world of our new science as the stage 
for an unprecedented project: The willful, even 
violent, creative generation of a new life that can 
sustain man in full awareness of his Godless world, 
so that he may thrive and revel in it? 

Will he smash all idols, penetrate all screens 
over the underlying vortex of life that the new 
science has incontrovertibly revealed; Will he 
abandon mercy in favor of Will to Power? 

Nietzsche is unequivocal: The man of the future 
must be the man who faces the abyss and freely in- 
spires humanity to love it, to live in the face of it, 
beyond all past constraints masking it, and reveling 
in the pain of it. 

Such a man would accomplish this by the art of 
writing, as Nietzsche aims to entice us with his po- 
etic vision of the Superman, and surely music and 
painting, too. 

The new ground of the arts is to be sought in 
ecstatic participation in the obscure fate of the 
superman. 


It is only in the face of this problem of the re- 
lationship between nature and man that contempo- 
rary art could arise. For where art, indeed, human 
life itself, ceases to be imitation of natural order 
and a revelation of its secrets, no longer a return to 
the origins, but a departure from them, it cannot be 
but "creative": civil life eo ipso becomes generative 
of things ontologically unprecedented, and in light 
of prior considerations, violent vis-a-vis its prec- 
edents. 

The contemporary artist rejects nature as un- 
changing order providential to art. More pre- 
cisely, this is typically explained according to a 
NeoMarxist modification of Nietzsche: divinity 
(whether understood as legally binding Will or 
natural Mind) is a cudgel by which history's weak 
have been beaten and art — as personal self-ex- 
pression — limited; a mirage perpetuating and jus- 
tifying the margin's exploitation by prudish pluto- 
crats, the bourgeoisie, in other words, or the white 
man. The contemporary artist frees the downtrod- 
den by humiliating the bourgeoisie with intrepid 


displays of horror, absurdity, and perversity, by 
smashing bourgeois idols in a creative expression 
of meaningless existence. Meaninglessness here 
emerges politically as the guarantor of freedom, 
albeit in exchange for all previous certainties: the 
"violent" humiliation of all past oppressors' divine 
claims to authority recovers not only the possibil- 
ity, but the imperative of unguided choice. Having 
smashed the bourgeois idols, the contemporary art- 
ist opens the arts to the destiny of the superman, 
into which he may project himself, so as to create 
himself ex nihilo. 


Yet, is lonely, cruel, and virile "Amor Fati" truly 
what we see the contemporary art world recom- 
mend? It is surely no secret that the contemporary 
artist and the contemporary bourgeoisie are rather 
in agreement as concerns the proper aims of human 
life, owing to their shared progressive orientation. 
Indeed, the bourgeois-progressive world citizen 
need not reject the nihilism of the contemporary 
artist, if it can be integrated into Progress: The 
activities of said market can be reformed by the 
messages of contemporary Art towards ever great- 
er progress, in providing impetus to the market's 
actors to anticipate and laud grand social political 
reforms expanding and sustaining the universal 
system's applicability. It turns out, then, that the 
contemporary artist can modify Nietzsche with 
Adam Smith as much as with Marx. It is entirely 
possible for the contemporary artist, or any aca- 
demic, to develop his authenticity within the mar- 
ket, even if he were not to believe in its aims at all. 
Absurdity spells no danger at all to progress: A 
substantial threat is posed only by an authoritative 
theology which is wholeheartedly rejected by both 
world citizen, and the contemporary artist who in 
fact makes himself useful to the world citizen in 
the act of smashing idols of traditional morality so 
as to undermine its theology. 


The bourgeoisie and the contemporary artist, 
then, may agree to engage in a shared mission: to 
drive progressive market dialectic. But how, in 
light of what has been discussed, could one con- 
clude that the contemporary artist's marxist vision 
accommodates plutocrats? 

Does the world state with its manifold regula- 
tions and incontrovertible demand of consent not 
stand as the ultimate stifling of all authenticity? 
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Is the dream of Progress not another idol that the 
contemporary artist must shatter on his way? 

Here, Marx and Nietzsche (however truncated in 
this article on behalf of their contemporary artist 
adherents) are surely at odds: The one seeks world 
peace at the end of technological dialectic, while 
the other abhors peace and technocracy as the 
inventions of soulless cowardice — sinful weakness 
identified with virtue. The contemporary artist 
resolves their disagreement in his own relationship 
with the world citizen: Nietzsche's idol-smashing 
Superpower is cut off from his envisioned future 
of ecstatic striving in favor of the safety of the 
world market. 

In contemporary art's nominal assent, if not out- 
right zeal for progress, the last man has betrayed 
the superman by selling his blood to our brave 
new third Rome. By virtue of the Superman, the 
contemporary artist was "criminal-prophet" of the 
new world; When his blood has dried up, artists 
of all stripes had better watch out before they are 
simply left as "criminals". 

The question for painters today: will we en- 
deavor to bring back the Superman we lost on 
that hill of Golgotha? Is there not another buried 
there — The Adam of classical antiquity, awaiting 
his savior? We, artists who now surely need saving 
ourselves, can nevertheless discern an opportunity 
within the blood on that forgotten hill. It is the 
aim of this publication to sharpen eyes, so as to see 
that small window, inviting all with ears to hear to 
step through. 


Portrait of Joachim Bayens, 2022, by Paul Rhoads 
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PAINTING TOGETHER 


HENRI KIVOJA 


In the fall of last year, I joined a Discord commu- 
nity of young visual artists formed around an american 
painter who lives in France: Paul Rhoads. It was new 
to me to find a group of like-minded artists. I had been 
quite alone with my artistic goals before. Instead of the 
desert of contemporary art, I had finally found an oasis 
where real learning and an honest exchange of ideas was 
possible. Quite soon, a channel called Composition Club 
became a particularly significant forum on Paul's server, 
where we posted pictures of our current compositions 
and painting plans. I participated in the discussion and 
received a lot of useful feedback. 

Soon we decided to choose a topic from which ev- 
eryone began to work on compositions with the aim of 
learning about the creation of so-called History Painting. 
History Painting used to be the most highly regarded 
form of painting in visual arts: a biblical, mythological or 
historical scene, often with a lot of psychological drama 
and numerous figures. We realized that we cannot revive 
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Harald Markram 
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* Joseph was enslaved to the egyptian official Potiphar. His wife, charmed 
by Joseph, attempts to seduce him but Joseph resists her advances. 
PR 


the tradition of noble history painting from scratch, 
but must start with the simplest possible subject (al- 
beit with all the possibilities of drama). So the bible 
story of Potiphar’s Wife was chosen as the subject 
of our artistic adventure. I will not go into the story 
itself but only say that, in principle, the composi- 
tions were intended to depict at least two human 
figures, Joseph and Potiphar's wife.* 

The channel began to fill with the interpretations 
of Potiphar's wife by numerous artists. Initially, the 
intention was to produce quick sketch drawings, and 
only gradually were they developed into finished 
paintings. Very soon, the benefits of such a virtual 
learning environment began to become apparent. 
The artists reacted to each other's compositions, and 
make their own versions of them. This produced 
very fruitful results, and everyone's compositions 
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evolved for the better. The channel also had 
quite different levels of artists, but intrigu- 
ingly, these differences complemented each 
other so that everyone could benefit from 
the power of community feedback. The en- 
couraging atmosphere was also an important 
factor here. In addition, Paul had instructed 
everyone to criticize only the drawings of 
others. The ban on self-criticism was in- 
tended to free everyone to produce as many 
different solutions as open-mindedly as pos- 
sible, while keeping in mind the objectives 
of the task. The prohibition of self-criti- 
cism was also based on the view that at early 
stages of development, the artist does not 
know what he needs to know. Consequently 
he is not able to benefit from self-criticism, 
which only further experience can bring. 

For me, the most concrete lesson of the 
Potiphar's wife compositions was to notice 
how important it is to bring the figures of 
the composition into close contact with each 
other. In the past, I have often portrayed 
figures as separate parts of a painting that 
operate far apart. Now I'm trying to think 
more about how I could more intensely wrap 
the figures together, both physically, psy- 
chologically (i.e., through gaze, gestures, and 
the like) and through the play of lights and 
shadows. There is much to learn in these 
matters. My intention is still to return to this 
exercise so that I can take it to its end point 
of a finished painting. 
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However, the most important lesson in ‘Potiphar’s 
wife' for me was to learn to abandon certain old views of 
art and artistry. I have grown up in the heresy culti- 
vated since the late 19th century where at the heart of 
artistry and art is originality and uniqueness, a view 
which abolishes all hierarchies and boundaries. 

Little by little, I have had to humble myself to face 
my own shortcomings. I have come to acknowledge that 
there is artistic greatness to which it is good for me to 
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submit if I want to follow the path I believe to be true. 
It is one thing to reject the omnipotent delusions taught 
by contemporary art, and to humbly begin to copy old 
masters. But there is a further lesson of humility when 
it comes to copying one's contemporaries, even boys ten 
years younger than myself. It is a measure of whether 
one is really willing to abandon the harmful Art Con- 
cepts of our time, and strive toward light, toward true 
painting. I believe this group is on a journey together 
towards that goal. 


Self portrait, oil on canvas, 2022, Henri Kivioja 


Vladan Pejanovic 


Right Wing Art 


The launch of IM. 1776, and 3 recent pieces from 
Aeneas Tacticus Minor manifest a more and more seri- 
ous and combative attitude by what might be called the 
'cultural right, which sees Art as the leading edge in 
the raging, and losing, cultural-political struggle for the 
soul of the West. Much of my own efforts in the last 
few decades has been directed this way so I welcome the 
development. 

I was similarly encouraged in the 1980s by the blos- 
soming of Classical Realism, a conservative painting 
movement led by Jacob Collins. Still, I saw problems with 
the movement. Jacob and I share an important teacher, 
Aaron Kurzen. We know each other and I tried to com- 
municate with him and the movement generally but amid 
its growing excitement and success my admonitions went 


unheeded. Alas, I was correct. Its problematic aspects have 


PAUL RHOADS 


precipitated it into what it has become today: a form of 
'contemporary art' every bit as morally degenerate and 
poetically null as any other part of that lamentable clown 
show. 

What was wrong with Classical Realism? These 
painters, mostly 10 years younger than myself, rejected 
"modern art" as they called it, englobing and confound- 
ing ‘contemporary art’ (Pop, Neo-dada, Conceptual Art) 
with Abstract Expressionism and what I call ‘second 
wave modernism’ (Impressionism, Nabis, Cubism, Fauvism, 
Expressionism — Dada and Surrealism require separate 
rubrics). The problem with all this, they feel, is a com- 
mon rejection of, precicely: classical realism! The resto- 
ration of quality mimesis, therefore, would guarantee the 
rebirth of traditional painting. 


Luca Cambiaso 1527-85 


Georges Braque 1882-1963 


While radical abstraction (non-objective painting) is 
clearly problematic; careful, accurate and illusionistic 
realism is not the essence of the painting tradition. In con- 
sequence of this misunderstanding they place Bouguereau 
(1825-1905) and Lord Leighton higher than Tintoretto, 
Titian or Rubens. They divine in such painters shades of 
fauvism and cubism absent from Leighton or Bouguereau. 
And since for them modernist degeneracy is THE prob- 
lem, any hint of anything like it is wrong, and Leighton 
and Bouguereau are THE standard. 

Now, while Tintoretto is no cubist — though one could 
make an argument for his contemporary Cambiaso — it is 
nonetheless the so called 19th century ‘academics’, in the 
opinion of Classical Realists, who represent the highest 
development of Western painting. Wreaked by ‘modern 
art’ this tradition should be restored by beginning again 
from where the academy left off. 

This Classical Realist position, however, contradicts 
what until recently had been the prevailing view which 
was that the ‘modernists’, not the ‘academics’, are the 
legitimate prolongation of the painting tradition (from 
Giotto forward). 


Tintoretto 1518-94 
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From early in the 19th century and into the 20th 
all the authorities whose prestige outlasted their time 
understood Bouguereau and Leighton as third raters. The 
true heirs of tradition — Delacroix, Corot, Daumier, Puvis, 
Degas, Manet — were marched forth post facto under the 
banner of ‘modernism’, against the claims of the ‘acad- 
emy’, which was regarded as more or less degenerate. But 
academic ‘degeneracy’ was understood as technical. The 
problem was not moral, it was their faulty, their degraded 
understanding of painting. However that may be, it is 
true that it was the non-‘academic’ or ‘modern’ movement 
which developed into ‘second wave modernism’ and even- 
tually ‘third wave’, which is Abstract Expressionism with 
its Surrealist under-current. 

‘Contemporary art’, was clamorously claimed as the 
logical, inevitable and desirable prolongation and heir to 
this third wave, and the tradition generally. This pre- 
sentation of art history has contributed decisively to 
Classical Realist prejudice against all things ‘modern’ and, 
indeed, the ‘academics’ cannot be blamed for the present 
state of affairs. I myself regard ‘Contemporary art’ as 
utterly depraved so, in this at least, I agree with the Clas- 
sical Realists. 


Lord Leighton 1830-96 
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But Classical Realist objection to 'modernism' reaches 
far into the past. With the 'early modernists I see 
‘academic’ degeneracy as merely technical but Classical 
Realists see even 19th century 'modernism' as not merely 
technically problematic but as degenerate morally. A cer- 
tain Megha, a Classical Realist who has become a teacher 
of Classical Realism, wrote on Twitter (june 26, 2022): 

"I should not be surprised to learn that all the academic 
artists fought and often died in [the] First World War in 
France whereas the impressionists hid out while the war 
was waged. Art style is not merely a matter of taste, it is 
soul deep philosophy." 


Bouguereau 1828-1205 


Megha provided the images above, one by a 
presumptive war hero, the other by a pre- 
sumptive coward. Can you detect the noble 
virtue in the one and the moral rot in the 
other? In fact Bouguereau was in the 'garde 
nationale' that defended the regime in 1848 
by oppressing the people, while Renoir was 
heroic in 1871. 

Style as philosophy: is this what is meant 
by 'conservative art? Megha is no spokes- 
man for conservativism, and I hope not all 
Classical Realists share her attitude, but I 
would not have featured this stupid and nasty 
remark were it an isolated phenomenon. In 
any case, what has Classical Realism become? 
Jacob Collins himself, years ago now, lament- 
ed to me its collapse into mere copying of 
photographs. Since then matters have grown 
worse, and classical realists are currently 
producing such things as this: ---> 

Now styled “Neo-Realism”, Classical Real- 
ism has become what it deplored and hoped 


to vanquish. It has failed to restore the tradition. It has 
done nothing to advance a ‘conservative agenda’, cultural 
or political. Yet it is the most notable thrust of anything 
like ‘conservative art’ into the mainstream since the 1960s. 
Decades of effort by hundreds, perhaps thousands, of 
dedicated people have been wasted in this debacle. It is 
advisable therefore to consider its story with care as we 
gird ourselves for a similar effort. Before addressing 

the propositions of Aeneas Tacticus Minor, I append a 
further remark on Classical Realism. 

Megha’s nastyness aside, her insistance on style is a key 
to the problem. Even granting Classical Realists exclusion 
of everything after 1900, the Western 
painting Tradition is a festival of styles 
and subjects. Holbein’s severity as much 
as Fragonard's exuberance, Bruegel's 
bawdy peasantry as much as Veronese’s 
serene aristocrats, Longhi’s miniature 
interiors as much as Tiepolo’s vast skies, 
Fantin-Latour’s cooly bourgeois bouquets 
as much as the raucous, gargantuan hunt- 
ing scenes of Rubens; all part of a single 
tradition and recognizable as such by 
even the most superficially cultivated. 

The Classical Realists reject all this. 
Compositional invention? magical color? 
psychological depth? verve? economy 
of means? No! There is one and only 
one criterion: highly realistic illusion- 
ism. Anything less, be it Titian himself, 


is lesser as ‘Art. With the 19th century academy understood as 

the acme we are in a progressive scheme (better and better realism) 

whereby newer is better, until the presumably spenglerian collapse, 

for which ‘modernism’, the essence of which would seem to be re- 

jection of mimesis, is to blame. Why does ‘modernism’ reject mime- 

sis? For Classical Realism it is a failure of morality and rationality. 
The traditional view was richer and non-progressive. Styles came 


Will St. John, 2022 


"Manet and Bouguereau were both excel- 
lent artísts but the former belonged to the 
avant garde and the latter to the academy. 
Both painted the nude woman, but Manet 
painted her as a whore and Bouguereau as 
the godess of love and beauty. One debased, 
where the other is glorified.” 

Megha: on Twitter, june 28, 2022 


Bouguereau 


and went; fads and fashions washed over the art. Paint- 
ers were judged by many criteria, but while the deserv- 
ing young were quickly recognized, the superiority of 
earlier masters was maintained in opinion for centuries. 
The attitude of the classical realists, by comparison, is 
petty and poor. 

Odd Nerdrum and his acolytes espouse a slightly su- 
perior version of Classical Realism but present an essen- 
tially identical problem. Though more open to a degree 
of invention and certain narrow beauties of painting, they 
are trapped in a style which they claim to be Rembrandt's. 
Preoccupation with style, a superficial aspect, blinds one 
to the actual substance of painting. 

The problem is not producing ‘conservative art’. The 
problem is producing true art. 


Aeneas Tacticus Minor endorses the 'culture upstream 
from politics concept so prevalent in our vulgarized 
nietzschean situation where the creator — who used to 
be a small ‘a’ artist — and the criminal, who breaks down 
worn-out forms — i.e. the ‘artist’ who shocks the bour- 
geoisie — is hailed as a sort of priest of 'culture, a word 
which, in the vulgar nietzschean disposition, has super- 
ceded 'society' — previously understood in more prosaic 
terms. 'Culture' partakes of the exalted status of these 
philosophers of the future, these ‘Artists’ who, replacing 
God, busy themselves generating new forms of good and 
evil for fun and prophet [sic]. 

Aeneas writes: "Part of the reason the left dominates 
culture and society is that they've understood that if 
you want to change society, you must change literature 
first... There's actually no strong, attractive conser- 
vative high culture right now in any major Western 
country... As for a conservative pop culture or a mass 
culture: nothing." 

All that upstream ‘culture’, high and low is lefty. Poli- 
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tics therefore are lost to the conservatives. 

And yet: “People on our side really have 
won all the arguments and have nothing left 
to prove. Our enemies might even know we're 
right. But we're losing the war because we're 
not good at communicating our ideas to normal 
people." 

Not painting, not poetry, not dance: Art is 
communicating political ideas to people. Re- 
ally? Rationality, competence, benevolence: 
they mean nothing; it's all about good tv shows 
with ‘right wing’ values. 

‘All in the Family’, which was supposed 
to make the rubes ashamed of their racism, 
instead made Archie Bunker the most popular 
character on TV, and yet the left won. Was 
Archie Bunker not good enough? A white racist no one 
could resist loving, not good enough? Did Sharpton, Jack- 
son and Waters have a TV show? It’s not as if there has 
not been a race problem in America since prior to its 
founding, which at one point caused hundreds of thou- 
sands of white deaths. Did Harriet Beecher Stowe, Mark 
Twain and Walt Whitman determine this event and its 
aftermath or were the actual lives, ideas and conditions 
of millions of people over many centuries the primary 
factor? I don't mean to suggest that books, to say nothing 
of movies and TV — I won't mention painting — have 
no effect on society but the belief that Art somehow 
determines politics is a vulgar nietzschean pipe dream. 
Techo-tyranny is clearly getting out of hand but is Art 
driving this madness or is humanity drunk on its tech- 
nological prowess, thrilled to the point of hysteria by a 
godless cosmos in which it itself is the ultimate author- 
ity of good and evil, and can prove it by imposing new 
moralities at an ever-increasing rhythm? I anticipate that 
in 2023 anyone refusing to walk on their hands will be 
liquidated as an exponent of pure malevolence. 

Is ‘left wing Art’ responsible for the emergence of that 
non-art thing: 'contemporary art? Or is it the reality- 
denying, vulgar nietzschean metaphysical and political 
experimentation? 

There is obviously a problem but is it with Art or 
experimental metaphysics? The wokization of Star Wars, 
Tolkien and Marvel may not be a full-on cultural disaster 
but the cancelling of dead white men like Shakespeare 
and Plato certainly is. Can making Luke Skywalker Luke 
again change our situation? When Superman was still 
super was our society not already in an ineluctable slide 
into the proverbial shit-hole? I have nothing against Star 
Wars but do Star Wars-fans read Shakespeare and Plato? 
Now that Star Wars has been disnified, might not its for- 
lorn fans turn to greater things? There will be no decent 
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Star Wars TV for the fore seeable future and though 
dead white writers of the past have been vilified in the 
academy, their books are not yet burned. Will Star Wars 
and Marvel fandom give them a try? If they did, would it 
not be a step against the ambient weirdness? 

What, exactly, is our political battle? Banning abor- 
tion? But there will always be abortion, just as there will 
always be guns. Complaint about assault on the second 
amendment is fundamentally complaint about political 
theater because criminals will always have guns; if own- 
ing guns is criminalized gun owners will be 'criminals — 
or 'freedom fighters, depending. War with Russia? 

The oligarchs will not reinstate the draft. The marriage 
problem? If men and women want marriage, they must 
work it out. Sure, a better ordered society would help but 
Uncle Sam can do nothing for you, not for the foresee- 
able future. 

Culture may not be upstream of politics but society 
is surely upstream from government. Fed up with drag 
queen degeneracy? Can it be banished when prancing, 
never-satisfied Mick Jagger and his epigones are so popu- 
lar? How will Pride go limp if sodomy is not put back in 
the closet? What are conservative politics? Yes to rock- 
n-roll, drugs and social security but no to pedophilia? Is 
there no relation between corybantic excess, auto-stupi- 
fication, lack of self-reliance, and degeneracy? Are we 
prepared to throw out all of the bath water? For what do 
we dream of taking over the TV stations? 

Aeneas fulminates: " We haven't got audiences, we 
haven't got patrons, we haven't got resources, we haven't 
got mainstream avenues of communication. Institutionally 
we've got nothing. We have no access to literary agents or 
other mainstream gatekeepers.” 

The right is excluded from the places of power and 
has no money! And yet Rembrandt did his late work in 
poverty and neglect. Van Gogh had no shows and never 
sold a painting. Titian painted and delivered his miracu- 
lous 'poesies while hounding king Philip who was not 
paying. Institutions and money do not generate art; it’s the 
other way: Art generates money and institutions. If you 
think the trolls who have invaded the citadels have any- 
thing to do with Art, you don't understand the situation. 
If you think there is an ‘art market’ from which you are 
excluded, you fail to distiguish between an actual market 
where real goods are exchanged for real value, and a 
mercantilist facade behind which soulless oligarchs trade 
in prestige and launder their ill gotten gains. 

Is the left culturally dominant because it tells good sto- 
ries or because it has money? Obi-wan Kenobi stinks so 
badly that Disney’s money may dry up. Problem solved? 
No: because there is no such thing as ‘conservative art’. 
There is propaganda, which is not Art; and there is Art, 


which is not propaganda. If Disney fails it will be because 
it tells bad stories, and no heap of gold can save it. It will 
survive if it tells good, not ‘conservative’ stories. It will 
survive if it can again become artistic. 

That said, there is such a thing as Art mixed with 
propaganda. It comes in two types but they are not ‘left 
and ‘right’, categories which are essentially meaningless. 
They are: evil and good. The ‘cultural’ problem is not the 
domination of ‘left wing art — which is not a thing — it 
is the overwhelming success of Evil parading as Art. I 
don' think this success is the key to our political problem 
though it may be a contributing factor. But even if it has 
nothing to do with our political problem, it is still a prob- 
lem because who wants to wallow in this mire? It's no way 
to live! It is unpleasant and unhealthy for the soul. From 
a certain standpoint — the standpoint of poetry — the 
problem is that this evil stuff, as Art, is at best dismal. 

Machiavelli is evil but at least he's amusing. He is amus- 
ing because he talks about real things. They may be ugly 
and evil but at least they are real. Woke preoccupations 
are not real so you can't make art out of them. You can't 
even make decent propaganda out of them, any more than 
you can make a silk purse from a sow's ear. To say noth- 
ing of the objectionable character of what they want us 
to accept, homosexuals for instance are in fact not perse- 
cuted and, despite the 'tragic' end of Roe v Wade, abor- 
tions are still more available in America than anywhere 
else in the world at any time in history. As for racism, 
it is so exagerated a probem — its real aspects are either 
humanly understandable or the province of an almost 
universally reviled minority — that all the screaming 
is essentially about nothing. The movies and TV shows 
about it are boring and lose money. 

Yes, there are gatekeepers. In the early 1960s the 
young New York painters who failed to embrace non- 
objectivity (they were all expressionists!) who just previ- 
ously had been considered the most important and prom- 
ising (see Eric Protter’s ‘Painters on Painting’, Grosset 
and Dunlap 1963), were driven out of the galleries and 
even out of the city itself. “Abstraction” crashed the gates 
and took over. It was an actual plot— Aaron Kurzen was 
there, and he told me about it. Today the names of these 
excluded painters are unknown, though I knew them as 
a child, and kept in touch with them as I grew up. One 
was my own father. I myself was then kept out, labeled a 
fascist, informed I was irrelevant and generally ignored. 

I am not fishing for pity! Very much to the contrary; 

I am grateful for these experiences and proud of my 
behavior in those heady and difficult circumstances. I 
consider painters like Herbert Katzman, Gandy Brodie, 
Robert D'Arista, and others, and now myself, heroic ac- 
tors in a world historic drama which it was our fate and 


privilege to live. Clio, Muse of History, may one day set 
the record straight here below but whether she does or 
not, the Great Tablets of Truth inscribed in Eternity tell 
the tale, and the celestial beings who see all and know all, 
are the only people whose awareness of our thoughts 
and deeds really count. You also, dear reader, play your 
part: as hero or knave, resistant or collaborator, wise man 
or fool. 

Indeed, there are gate keepers: brutish and unartistic 
beings who occupy the citadels and guard the coffers. 
This has been true for over half a century. And you, dur- 
ing that time, did you read Jack Vance? No? Yet, here you 
are, yelping for right wing art! Vance, for the crime of 
not being leftist enough, was excluded. The critics never 
mention him and yet, from the background to which he 
was relegated, he dominated the pidgeon hole they al- 
lowed him, science fiction, even while he did not consider 
himself a science fiction writer. Instead he wrote, as he 
said, his “own kind of story". Why was he published at 
all? Because he is very probably the best american writer 
of the second half of the 20th century and, just as I can 
enjoy Machiavelli for his Art despite his taste for ugli- 
ness, the deadeningly leftist literary world couldnt resist 
reading Vance though they abhored his politics. Most sci- 
ence fiction writers owe their inspiration to Vance. Some 
admit it bravely, like Le Guin, Simmons and R.R. Martin. 
With others it's obvious, like Tubb, or Frank Herbert 
whose best ideas came from Jack, his friend. But none of 
these people come close to Vance as artists. 

What were Vance's dastardly political positions? Oh, 
about what any moderate democrat voter felt about things 
in the 1950s. In other publications I have exposed the ra- 
tionalizations of these excluders. Thanks to them Vance 
never became the household name he will inevitably one 
day be. Never promoted with vigour, Vance is nonethe- 
less read all over the world, but mostly by lefty culture 
hounds who savour his style and remain prudently silent 
about his subversive genius. Vance is better known in 
France than America. But you, right wing anglophones, 
crying out for right wing art, do you read him? 

You peer into cisterns and turn over rocks in your 
search for right wing art while Vance, though out in the 
open, is neglected and ignored. Yet I know nothing, and 
can imagine nothing, past, present or future, not Swift, 
not Burke, not Plato, to surpass the deliciously elegant, 
gratifyingly slow, deliberate and utterly total evisceration 
of every leftist sacred cow which has galumphed onto 
the political scene from 1960 to the present. But that's 
not all: behind and around all the joy and laughter winds 
a marvellous intelligence opening surprising perspectives, 
political, moral, psychological, philosophical and artis- 
tic; a literally endless feast, because the second reading 
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of any Vance story is more enjoyable than the first, the 
third more than the second, and so on. This tremendous 
gift to those who hunger for right wing art lies among 
you. Will you now, ten years after his death, take notice? 

I devoted six years to getting Vance's work back into 
print — it is now avalable in its integrality (see: the Vance 
Integral Edition project, 2000-2006). You want the last, 
most hilarious and effective, deepest and most touching 
word on feminism? read "The Murthe. Socialism and the 
state of nature? read ‘Wyst’. Culture versus cosmopoli- 
tanism? read ‘Marune’. The hypocricy of leftism and the 
conundrum of ecological politics? read 'Cadwal. The 
hypocricy of race politics and anti-colonialism? read 
"The Domains of Koryphon'. Multicultural mercantilism? 
read ‘The Dogtown Tourist Agency’. I could go on. 

What about painting? I am very glad to see Fen de 
Villiers get attention on the conservative internet. His 
is the only such case I know. Giovanni Pennachietti, a 
talented painter, is popular more for his fascinating mind 
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and winning personality than his Art. I will probably 
have more to say in these pages about the work of these 
men. But what about me? I have repraoched such internet 
personalities as The Distributist for seeking conservative 
art yet neglecting mine. Even the late Sir Roger Scruton, 
though I actually managed to get a photo of my ‘Europa’ 
before his eyes, had no use for it. And those are not my 
only faliures to alert conservatives to my — more or 

less — modest efforts. The work may be mediocre. It may 
be disappointing. But is it not at least a start? Why amid so 
much lamenting about the lack of conservative art are my 
paintings ignored? 
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Again, this is no cry for attention! I get as much atten- 
tion as I want. Have I not been banned from Youtube and 
Twitter like any self-respecting anti-leftist? With such 
badges of honor to my name what more can I ask? My 
videos have garnered hundreds of thousands of views. I 
have made my way this far in life and my situation, given 
the world as it is, could not be better. To paraphrase Je- 
sus words to the weeping virgins: “Don’t worry about me, 
I'm fine. Worry about your stupid lack of ‘conservative 
culture”. Maybe there should be more, there is already 
some, but ‘conservatives’ are ignoring it. 

Very well: the conservatives are ignoring me. What 
are they doing instead? If Aeneas Tacticus Minor has his 
way, they will be — wait for it... attacking conserva- 
tives! 

“Our best strategy . . . must be] finding targets that 
liberals hate as much as we hate, and then mercilessly 
ripping them apart from a right-wing perspective... the 
whole Vatican right now is a comedy goldmine... here's 
your chance to blast liberal Christians, and trick all the 
liberals into defending you, in case anybody from the lo- 
cal bishop's office tries to shut you down.” 

Kicking the Church when it's down. Proving to the left 
that we hate what they hate. What sort of 'conservatism' 
it that? 

“... demoralize the fake conservatives who have 
taken over the whole right-wing scene internationally 
ever since World War II... they aren't going away fast 
enough... the strategy here should be to shit on their 
heroes until it's no longer respectable to worship any 
of them in public. The biggest political target for take- 
down is of course William F. Buckley Jr... . There's an 
incredible amount of damaging material on him... and 
he is also easy to imitate because of his put-on voice and 
mannerisms." 

The man who made conservatism a thing at a time when 
it failed to exist, who almost got Barry Goldwater elected 
and did get Reagan elected; a man who devoted his life 
to fighting battles that are no longer our battles in a time 
that is no longer our own; a man who has been dead for 
fourteen years: sling scandal and insult at him? This is 
how the culture downstream of politics is going to get lit 
up and scorch the left? And once old Buckley is out of 
the way we can get to work on that fag Oscar Wilde, and 
that commie Ernest Hemingway. But that particular fag 
went to jail for buggery and Hemingway, in defence of 
his demonic communism, got out in front of Franco's bul- 
lets and under Hitler's bombs. Jail for sodomy and putting 
your life on the line for your beliefs is not good enough? 
What is the end-game: boiling oil for sodomites and be- 
heading for wrong thinkers? It already been tried, no? 

What a tactic! Shit on their heroes until they cry and 


go home. How about we shit on Dora the Explorer and 
Peppa the Pig until leftist zoomers stop screeching about 
their feels? I guess you could try, if you think you can 
live with yourself afterwards. 

Aeneas Tacticus Minor: ‘works in the entertainment 
industry’... not surprised. 
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AFTERWORD 


Letters to ‘The Muse Commands are welcome. Send 
them to: 
oublij@ yahoo.com 


We understand Art and the artistic life to be a 
fragile thing subject to corruption, requiring constant 
nurturing and properly approached with reverence, 
both for itself and for the society in which it should 
and can exist. 

"The Muse Commands' is dedicated to the life of liv- 
ing Tradtion, to the light cast upon Eternal Truth by 
the great spirits who have preceded us. 

"The Muse Commands' is a magazine for artists by 
artists, though non-artists will not be excluded! By the 
force of things there will be emphasis on painting but 
the other Arts are most welcome. 


